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steps, and then in the abrupt silence he heard someone's ,
sober, monitorial voice :
" No, not like that, Pasha ! Whoever uses his sabre
like that ? You can chop wood that way, but not a man.
You must do it like this, d'you see ? When you catch him,
order him at once to go down on his knees, for you'll find
it awkward to sabre him when he's standing up. He goes
down on his knees, and you come up like this, behind him,
and slash at his neck. . . . Try not to cut him straight down,
but so as the blade makes a slanting cut. . . ."
Surrounded by bandits, the halfwit stood to attention,
firmly clutching the hilt of his bared, sabre. Smiling and
beatifically screwing up his grey eyes, he listened to the
instructions being given him by one of .the cossacks. The
corners of his mouth were dribbling like a horse's with
frothy bits of food, spittle was flowing copiously over his
coppery red beard on to his chest. He licked his dirty lips
and said in a tongue-tied lisp
ff I get it all, my boy. ... Is this right ? I make the
slave of God go down on his knees and I cut through his
neck . . . right through. You've given me trousers, and a
shirt, and boots. . . . Only I haven't got a coat. . . . You
might give me one little coat, and then I'll please you!
I'll try with all my might! "
" You kill some commissar, and then you'll have a coat.
But you might tell us how you got married last year/' one
of the cossacks suggested.
A look of elemental fear flickered through the halfwit's
dilated, filmy eyes. He uttered a string of curses and, to
the accompaniment of a roar of laughter, began to tell
some story. So loathsome was the scene that Gregor
shuddered and hurriedly turned away. " And it's with
these men that I've linked my fate ! " he thought, possessed
by feelings of bitterness and anger with himself, with all
this hateful life.
He lay down by the tetherposts, trying to close his ears
to the idiot's shouts and the cossacks' thunderous laughter.
" I'll clear out to-morrow ! It's about time ! " he decided,
looking at his well-fed horses and noting their splendid
condition. He had taken documents in the name of
Ushakov off a dead militia-man, and had sewn them in the
lining of his greatcoat. For some two weeks he had been